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other side. The student was no coward, but he
wanted to survive the Revolution, he fled in another
direction* The coolie ran after him.

"Somewhere high up," he shouted, "I want to
sleep somewhere high up,'*

Police came out of another street too. At this
moment rifles started to fire from the roofs. The
police took cover and returned the fire. The student,
in the arch of both fires, drummed with his fists at the
door of a house. Nobods? opened. Suddenly the
coolie was at his side.

"I'll help you," he said. " You understand ? It
needn't be a bed. Somewhere high up."

His large heavy foot smashed the door out of its
hinges. The student who had been leaning on it with
his chest, fell into the house. He jumped up and ran
upstairs. A frightened face appeared for a moment
in the darkness of the upper floor.

The student climbed cautiously on to the roof.
Turning, he saw that the coolie followed. On the
roof, covered behind chimneys and parapets, the
revolutionary snipers were squatting. The student
took hold of the rifle of a man who was lying dead,
with open mouth and starry eyes, hit by a police
bullet.

"On a roof even," the coolie said. He startled,
for suddenly from behind a chimney a man rolled to
Ms feet, hit in the temple. The rifle slid off his hands
and down the roof. Jen caught it. He squatted down
at the side of the student.

" I help you," he said. " But I don't know how to
handle this thing."

Watching the student, he put the rifle on his